IN  THE   LUXEMBOURG  GARDENS

already of these things), as I sat admiring them, a
thought of Mildred sprang into my mind, a sudden
fear that I might never see her again; and it was
just when I had begun to feel that I would like to
walk about the gardens with her that I heard her
voice, These coincidences often occur, yet we always
think them strange, almost providential. The reader
knows how I rose to meet her, and how I asked her
to come for a walk in the gardens, Very soon we
turned in the direction of the museum, for, thinking
to propitiate me, Mildred suggested I should take
her there, and I did not like to refuse, though I
feared some of the pictures and statues might dis-
tract me from the end I now had in view, which was
to find out if Donald had been her first lover, and
if her dear little mamma suspected anything.

** So your mother knows nothing about your
marriage ?"

" Nothing, He ought to go back, but he's going
to stay another night. I think I told you. Poor
dear little mamma, she never suspected a bit."

As we walked to the museum I caught glimpses
of what Donald's past life had been, learning inci-
dentally that his father was rich, but since Donald
was sixteen he had been considered a ne'er-do-well,
He had gone away to sea when he was a boy, and
had been third mate on a merchant ship; in a hotel
in America he had been a boot-black, and just before
he came to Paris he fought a drunken stoker and
won a purse of five pounds.

She asked me which were the best pictures, but
she could not keep her attention fixed, and her at-
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